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INTRODUCTION 


Welcome to another issue of the Book of Tomorrow! 

I'd like to thank the authors, artists, and playtester(s). (There was more than one playtester, but the 
others didn’t give me their real names soon enough to be included in the credits.) 

As the current editor, I’d like to take a few minutes to share my vision for the Book of Tomorrow. Of 
course there will be fan fiction, both big and small, as well as items and monsters. These will be our 
staples, and if you frequent the Earthdawn Compendium, I'll probably send you a PM sometime asking if 
you'd like to write something for BoT. Often this will require refining whatever idea or post inspired my 
request, so feel free to say no if you don’t have the time, but keep in mind, there is no BoT without 
submissions. 

I also hope to branch beyond these staples, stretching the bounds of what Earthdawn could be, or 
maybe already is, in your hands. I’d like to know about your house rules, system hacks, new worlds, and 
different visions for Earthdawn. Have you run a Shadowrun crossover campaign? Maybe Earthdawn 
modern (scrapping the connection between Shadowrun altogether)? A world without dragons? More 
active Passions? New timelines? Lower magic? Higher magic? The possibilities are endless. 

If you’re looking for published examples, I’m a big fan of the Chronicler’s Guide and Mirrors series 
that White Wolf published for their new World of Darkness game. Hacks can be big setting changes, like 
what WW published in Mirrors - Infinite Macabre, or small ones, like the many possible combat hacks 
found in Armory Reloaded. Big or small, each one can change a game, making it more fun for a group, or 
inspire an entirely new take on our favorite game. 


All of these possibilities will be published in the Netherworlds section, which I hope to start next issue. 


Thanks for reading, and I look forward to your submissions, 


Kevin Hallock 


THE 9ATH 


Peter Lydall 


A bead of sweat sped down Ebon’s face, chasing along the contour until it reached his chin. It paused 
there, trembling swelling, ready to burst at the slightest tremor. The Archer’s poise was calm, his back 
arched as the mighty and elegant elven warbow in his left hand bent to his will. Wrapped around his right 
hand was a small handkerchief, a delicate piece of finely woven t’skrang tapestry. In his fingers the bow 
string held steady, taut, waiting expectantly for the familiar unleashing of raw power. 

Time froze. 

Behind his amber eyes, Ebon’s mind cast back, remembering the second time he and Barrash had 
saved Imagicka Treal. 

The portentous words spoken nearly a year ago burned brightly in his mind, preserved as clearly as 
though encased in crystal forged in the fires of Death’s Sea. 

* *k ES 

“Understand me when I tell you this Imagicka, if you betray us, you will be hunted to the ends of the 
Earth.” 

His voice echoed off the cold stone walls as he spoke. Even the sound of Name-giver voices could not 
escape such a place. The dank musty air filled his nostrils as he inhaled, drawing the foul odours of the 
dungeon in with it. A pang of pity for the young elf in the room opposite him tugged at Ebon. He knew 
how much Imagicka must have hated every second spent in this place. 

“T understand.” 

She seemed almost too willing, eager to get this process over, unconcerned about the gravity of her 
situation, or the price they would both have to pay if she could not prove her innocence. 

Ebon was well aware of the fact that the young elf he and Barrash had taken under their wings six 
months earlier had been anything but the sweet, young and innocent girl she appeared to be. Ebon did not 
know what crimes she had committed in her past life, nor did not want to know. People could be 


redeemed. Of all the Name-givers in the world, Ebon knew this only too well. 


Ebon wondered briefly whether his empathy for her was tainting his judgement. Even though he 
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considered Imagicka to be a friend, there had always Been a part of her that he did not LAA trust. Now 


Apullien, a loyal friend of the Shards, was dead, and Imagicka stood accused of the crime. Ebon yearned 
for his murderer to be brought to justice, yet all the evidence pointed toward someone he desperately 
wanted to believe was innocent. 

Honourable Barrash had refused to discount the word of a friend. Ebon envied his old companion’s 
ability to trust. Standing in the fetid gloom of the dungeons below Urupa however, Ebon needed more 
than the trust of friendship. 

He handed Imagicka his knife. The blade was clean and sharp, its well-worn oaken handle 
unembellished, a tool valued for its utility rather than appearance. 

Looking the older elf squarely in the eyes, her own face expressing just the slightest hint of contempt, 
Imagicka reached out and accepted the knife. 

In her left hand she gripped the handle, while her right hand caressed the blade. Imagicka winced as 
the steel bit into her flawless skin. 

“T promise that if we do not find the evidence to clear my name, I shall return to this city before the 
Winter Solstice to face whatever justice awaits me. In that time I shall remain loyal to you and your 
friends.” 

She returned the knife to the tall Archer standing in front of her. He extended his left hand and clasped 
the handle in turn. Barrash would not have approved. The t’skrang did not believe in using blood magic 
of any kind. Ebon did not like using blood magic either, but this was the only way he could justify this 
decision to himself. Much though he longed to take Imagicka at her word, Ebon knew the folly of blind 
trust. 

With his right hand, Ebon Geist enveloped the blade, still fresh with Imagicka Treal’s blood. His gaze 
remained fixed upon the young elf, his eyes cold and dark in the gloom of the dungeon. 

“And I promise to see that you do. If you do not hold true to your word, or your actions result in 
further harm coming to my companions, I shall hunt you down and destroy you.” 

A single drop of blood fell to the stone floor. Ebon returned the knife to its simple sheath then turned 
and knocked twice on the thick wooden cell door. It opened a few moments later, instantly piercing the 


small enclosure with a stream of magical light, forcing Imagicka to shield her sensitised indigo eyes with 


her still bleeding hand. The two heavily armed guards standing outside the door stepped aside as Ebon 
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passed. He paused momentarily in the doorway and joked toward the human on his left. 


“You may release her now.” 

“Yes m’ lord.” 

The soldier glanced furtively at the hero’s back as he departed, before exchanging an intrigued look 
with his fellow guardsman. He shrugged and stepped into the cell, followed by his companion who was 
reaching for the collection of keys on his belt. 

“You are one lucky lady, miss. Most people leave here on a one way trip to the gallows.” 

In retrospect, it would have been better had they simply left her to face Urupan justice. Imagicka Treal 


was, after all, a murderer. 


Time unfroze. 

Ebon loosed his bow. The bead of sweat leapt from his chin, and fell away towards to thirsty soil at 
his feet. The miniscule shower of dust, water and salt it made passed unnoticed to the rest of the world. 

The Archer watched as his arrow all but disappeared, reaching for the blue sky above, shrinking until 
even his keen elven sight could barely detect it. It slowed and seemed to hang in the air for an eternal 
moment, almost as if it had forgotten the laws of nature. But the arrow could not escape. It was 
compelled to return to the earth as surely as fate would catch up with Imagicka. 

Ebon lowered his head and clutched the handkerchief in a vice—grip. Intense concentration strained his 
face as he closed his eyes and waited. 

High above the silent Archer, the arrow remembered what it was supposed to do, and began its 
inevitable descent toward the earth below. 

As the missile started its long, slow fall, Ebon turned his thoughts upon his old companion, Barrash. 
t’skrang Airsailor and leader of the Shards, Barrash T’Choama was the epitome of the noble hero. He 
always saw the best in people. People like Ebon and Imagicka. It was tragic that his trust should have 
been betrayed like this. 

It had been a long time since Ebon had spoken to his friend. The fateful nature of their last 
conversation had only become clear too late. Ebon held his eyes closed and remembered the airdocks of 


Urupa six months earlier: 


ok KK 
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“Farewell Barrash. May the passions smile upon you.” 


Barsaive’s radiant sun was struggling to elevate itself above the wooden structure of the 
harbourmaster’s residence about fifty yards to their east. The crisp morning air carried with it a taste of 
the ocean, fresh and revitalising. Shouts from busy ship hands, hurriedly moving wares to and from their 
vessels punctuated the soft, ebbing whisper from the waves of the nearby Aras Sea. 

Floranuus Favour floated gracefully in the air behind her illustrious captain. His blue tinged scales 
sparkled in the winter morning haze, stylishly matching his fine t’skrang garments. No one had ever 
accused a t’skrang of lacking flair and Barrash was outstanding even among his own people. The sword 
at his side served as an indication that this airship captain was not one to be trifled with trivially. 

“As they will, I am certain, on you my friend.” 

On board the ship Imagicka was already wandering around, generally making a nuisance of herself. 
Not that she needed to make a conscious effort. She had a knack for disrupting any activity a man was 
trying to perform by her mere presence. 

Ebon was not happy about this arrangement. The last three months had not gone well. Almost all the 
evidence that they had uncovered pointed to Imagicka’s guilt. Worse yet, despite Barrash’s optimism 
Ebon found himself increasingly doubting Imagicka’s innocence. It was the little things that gave her 
away. Most Name-givers would not have noticed anything amiss, but Ebon knew what indiscretions to 
look for. He had been watching and testing — and Imagicka had shown her true colours more than once. 

Now two leads had surfaced. One lead to the trading houses in Throal, while the other linked the 
murder to the criminal underworld of Kratas. Someone had to go to Throal — and Ebon had drawn the 
short straw. He could not tell Barrash the real reason he wanted to stay close to Imagicka. Besides, the 
Favour was Barrash’s ship. 

“With any luck we should meet again in three months.” 

Barrash glanced meaningfully over his shoulder towards the petite figure busily chatting with a visibly 
flustered human air sailor who seemed to be having an inordinate amount of trouble in attempting to tie 
off one of the mainsails: 


“And with a little more, this business regarding our companion should be concluded successfully. The 


truth shall prevail. Everyone deserves a second chance.” 


Ebon nodded: 
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“Indeed they do. I just hope we are right about her? 


Barrash laughed briefly before responding: 

“You worry too much,” 

In a mock-serious tone he added: 

“And it will cause you to age before your time.” 

With that the wily t’skrang turned on his heel and bounded up the gangplank with the kind of agility 
and energy his friends had come to expect from him. 

Minutes later the Floranuus Favour was disappearing rapidly into the blue haze. She was, after all, the 
fastest ship in Urupa, and Barrash no slouch when it came to getting the most out her majestic sails. 

Ebon pulled his hand from his pocket and stared at the bunched up handkerchief he held. Imagicka 
had picked it out at the marketplace when they were visiting Reed City a few months earlier. Something 
about the riverboat scene embroidered into the fine silk had caught her fancy. It was ironic that the thief 
had not noticed it missing. One way or another, Ebon would ensure that he returned it to her. 

* * *k 

A thousand miles from the airdocks of Urupa, waiting for the arrow to return, Ebon focussed his mind 
on the owner of the handkerchief he still held. 

The falling missile screamed past Ebon’s face. His eyes still held tightly shut in concentration, he 
sensed it missing him by no more than a few inches, exactly as it should have. With the sharp whistle of 
the arrow slicing through the air instantly breaking him from his reverie, Ebon’s eyes shot open. 

His focus instantly shifted to the spot where the arrow had ploughed into the hard clay at his feet. He 
dropped to one knee, hands spread on either side of the impact. To the uninitiated it would have seemed 
that it had disintegrated as it hit the earth, yet no sound emanated from the impact, and the splinters one 
might have expected to litter the area were strangely absent. 

Instead a faintly glowing symbol seemed to have tattooed itself on the spot. A thin line terminated by 
an arrowhead pointed directly ahead. 

Ebon gazed at the spot and raised his head slowly, pulling the hood of his Wyvern skin cloak over his 
head as he did so. His eyes followed the line on the ground in front him, directly to the massive 


metropolis in the distance. 


Baking under the fierce midday sun lay the city of Jerris, a huge sprawling mass of Name-giver 
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activity, silhouetted against the dirty backdrop of thes wastes beyond. 


As he gazed at the city in front of him, Ebon thought of the day he had last stepped foot inside 
civilisation. He shivered despite the midday heat, remembering the cold entrance to a very different city. 
He closed his eyes once again as his mind took him back to the doors of the dwarven capital. 

*k * *k 

The walls of Throal stood mightily in front of the elf, dwarfing into insignificance his own height, 
which even among his fellow elves was considered impressive. He could not help but respect dwarven 
ingenuity and tenacity. These walls had stood for over a thousand years and survived the Scourge, yet to 
all appearances they may as well have been built yesterday. Every stone constituting the amazing 
structure, built into the mountain itself, was a marvel of engineering skill and precision. Although 
nowhere near as graceful or elegant as the architecture of his own kind that he preferred, Ebon appreciated 
this impressive feat none the less. 

The only problem with Throal was that the city itself remained underground. Ebon doubted he could 
ever reconcile himself with the dwarf mindset that actually preferred life under the earth. Of all the 
Name-giver races, they had borne the isolation of the Scourge the best. How his own people had survived 
centuries without going insane, Ebon could not begin to fathom. Of one thing he remained certain — he 
was thankful to have been born into the new world. In spite of the inconvenience involved in commuting 
between Bartertown and Throal everyday, Ebon could not bring himself to reside within the cavernous 
reaches of the dwarven city. 

As he had done everyday for the past two weeks, Ebon waited patiently in the queue to enter 
Barsaive’s capital. He was nearly at the front of the line of Name-givers waiting to enter the gargantuan 
gates when a young dwarf, probably in his early teens, interrupted his thoughts. His voice seemed to be 
in the process of breaking and although a sizeable beard already covered the lad’s face, it did not yet 
consist of the typically dense and coarse facial hair his people were famous for. 

“Excuse me sir, are you Ebon Geist?” 

“Tam.” 

The young dwarf slapped a scroll into Ebon’s hand, turned around and ran off, presumably eager to 


complete all his morning errands. 


Curious, the tall elf examined the rolled up piece of parchment, instantly recognising Barrash’s seal. 
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He opened the parchment and hastily read through its contents. His face darkened, and he read it a second 


time, more slowly, making sure not to miss anything. 


Dear Ebon, 

It is clear that I was mistaken about Imagicka. She has sabotaged the ‘Favour and slain two crew 
members in cold blood. Regrettably she has escaped, and I know not where she is headed. 

I shall be returning to Urupa with due haste as soon as my ship is repaired. I hope to meet with you 


there. 


Your friend 


Barrash 


“Ahem.” 

The dwarf behind him in the queue was shifting on his short legs, trying to hide his impatience but 
failing miserably. Ebon glanced in same direction as the dwarf was looking and noticed that he was now 
next in line to pass through the great portal. 

A flash of anger lit the elf’s face for a brief moment, and was then replaced with a more controlled 
expression of minor irritation, as he stepped out to the side of the queue of people, several of whom were 
sending him icy glares. Dwarves had a habit of being polite to the point of rudeness. 

He read the document a final time before crushing it in his hand, more than just a hint of anger visible 
on his face. He had been tricked into coming to Throal. 

* * * 

It had been a long wait, and the anger still burned in Ebon’s heart as he opened his eyes to stare again 
at city now ahead of him. Glancing once again at the glowing rune on the ground, Ebon knew that he had 
at last found his quarry. 

In one lithe movement, the Archer straightened his back and slung his weapon over his shoulder. The 
motion was familiar, honed by many years of repetition. 


He glanced at his hand, to the place he had cut it nearly a year before. Perhaps it was his imagination, 


or perhaps it merely the anticipation of fulfilling his quest, but the scar seemed to throb with renewed 
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vigour, aching for a cessation that was surely imminent. His search had been a but at last he knew he 


was close. His talent never lied. Imagicka was in the city. 

Fate has a way of catching up with everyone, and Imagicka Treal was no exception. Ebon was just 
playing his part. She had failed to keep her word, so now he would have to keep his. With a sense of 
certainty and resolve he had been lacking for months, he took a stride westwards. 

* *k ES 

Imagicka leaned over the still form of her latest victim. Meticulously she wiped her blade clean on his 
fine silk cloak. It was a wicked blade, finely honed to slice through Name-giver flesh, with serrations that 
turned even the smallest cut into a deadly wound. The ivory handle had been custom made by the finest 
elven smith she had ever met, so that her left hand fit it like a glove. It had cost her a fair sum but 
Imagicka knew only too well the value of having good tools. In a smooth motion she returned the blade 
to its sheath, carefully concealed in the small of her back. 

It was a pity that Neal had to come to an untimely demise like this, but she had been discovered, and 
this really was the only solution. The evening’s events had accelerated her plans a little, but in the grand 
scheme of things it did not matter. She had been growing tired of Jerris anyway. 

Reaching out with her left hand she gently traced a seemingly random pattern on the road with her 
forefinger. Casually turning her hand over, she scrutinised it fora moment. A fine layer of grey dust 
coated her fingertip, which she duly wiped off on a clean part of the merchant’s cloak. She beat her own 
cloak and was rewarded with a small cloud of yet more dust. That cloak had been cleaned the previous 
day. 

It wasn’t really dirt, more like ash, but not ash. No one seemed to know exactly what it was, yet it 
permeated everything here. Apparently the Wastes to the west were composed entirely of it. Nothing 
grew in the Wastes, and perhaps the same could be said of the city. On the surface most of the citizens 
seemed to cope with it, but Imagicka had noticed a general sullenness about Jerris which she had yet to 
experience anywhere else in her illustrious travels across Barsaive. 

It was definitely time to leave. 

Still hunched over the lifeless body, Imagicka glanced around before reaching into his coat, relieving it 


of Neal’s purse. She had no need of the gold it contained. The purse was worth a lot more as a piece of 


evidence to be planted on someone else. 


=< ee MISS 
Sv << Toms 


Her victim had been foolish, and it had cost him dearly. Had he known that she had overheard the 


earlier conversation between himself and his head retainer, Thomas, he would surely have taken a few 
precautions. Nobility had a curious habit of ignoring advice from the working classes, and like most men, 
he had hoped to get just a little more out of his relationship with her before investigating the ‘small 
matter’ further in the morning. A generous helping of Vivane’s finest red had also helped her cause. It 
never ceased to amuse Imagicka how, when people enjoy themselves, they tend to fail to notice how it is 
only they who are drinking. Unfortunately for him he had been only too willing to consume the entire 
bottle sans the single glass which still sat almost untouched at her place at the table. It had been a synch 
to entice him into being led by her gloved hand for a quiet evening stroll, away from anyone else, and into 
this quiet, secluded place. She doubted anyone lived in the surrounding buildings, the merchants who 
owned them almost certainly recovering from a long day’s toil in the comfort of their homes. 

All that remained for her to do was return to the manor house unannounced and then to leave in the 
same manner. Thomas would be asleep until at least noon the following day and the headache he would 
have upon awaking would merely be a precursor to the day in store for him when the authorities 
discovered the purse and a few other pieces of conveniently planted evidence. The servant was not 
stupid, yet he too had been oblivious to the fact that she was one step ahead of him. 

That was her specialty. Imagicka Treal had devoted her life to the art of staying one step ahead of her 
adversaries. It was a matter of survival really, given her occupation. A small shiver ran down her spine, 
as she tried to dismiss the thought of what would happen if she stopped just a little too long. Of what 
would happen if she ever gave fate, or some of those she had crossed, a chance to catch up. 

Perhaps she had already been in this city too long. From a feeling of smug security a few moments 
earlier, Imagicka now felt decidedly tense as she rapidly slipped the Lord’s well-laden purse into her own 
belt pouch. It was a pouch that could hold a deceptively large amount for its diminutive size — just one of 
the many magical trinkets that she had acquired during her exploits. Magical trinkets however were at the 
back of her mind. 

Again a tiny shiver ran across her back. Something was definitely wrong. She was certain she had 
planned for every contingency, taken every measure necessary to ensure her success. Yet something 


tugged at the edge of her consciousness. She could feel it with every fibre of her being, and although she 


could not put her finger on exactly what was wrong, her instincts in this regard were seldom wrong. 
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Had they been followed? She was fairly certain hey had not. 


Neal had died quickly. Her blade had slipped between his ribs and straight through his right lung, 
before plunging into his heart. Even had she missed her target, her lips had sealed any sound that may 
have escaped his own. The only person who even suspected her lay unconscious in his room, she had 
seen to that. 

Yet that feeling remained. The feeling that she was being watched. The feeling that she was being 
targeted by some sort of malevolent magic! 

She stood quickly, her blade suddenly in her left hand, glinting in the faint light of the waxing moon 
overhead. She was certain now that she was not alone. She did not understand how she knew this, nor 
did she care. It was one of those intangible senses that came with her training in the Thief discipline and 
she trusted in those senses as she trusted in steel. 

In her right hand was her favoured weapon, a hawk hatchet, sharp as the dagger and, in her hands, even 
more deadly. She would have preferred not to have had that hand gloved, yet that was borne of necessity, 
concealing that which she dare not show the world. 

Her stance was one of a seasoned combatant, knees bent with her slight weight distributed evenly 
between her two feet while her eyes, sharp as her weapons, darted around the alleyway. She almost 
missed him, but then the corner of her eye caught something and doubled back immediately, locking on to 
a figure cloaked in darkness less than forty yards away. 

Standing straight as an arrow, bow arm extended at shoulder height, and his right hand at his ear, he 
was a Name-giver she instantly recognised. He was the nemesis she had expected never to encounter. 

Reflexively she prepared to dive to her left, ready to roll and release the weapon in her right hand in 
one blindingly fast move. Imagicka had often fought alongside Ebon, and had witnessed what a 
formidable opponent he could be. She knew that her chances of defeating him in this encounter were slim 
at best. But she had a few tricks of her own and, more importantly, a deep seated belief that she could 
come out on top of any situation — as she had countless times before. It mattered not whether she could 
best the Archer in combat. All she needed to do was escape. 

Yet even before her legs kicked into action she knew something was terribly wrong. Instead of the 


leap she was expecting, her body responded with only a paralysed stumble. Her left leg buckled at the 


knee and before her heart beat again her left shoulder crashed into the cold cobblestones sending a searing 
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pain ripping through her. Her left cheek impacted the stones as the hawk hatchet clattered impotently 
against the wall of the building to her right, its poisoned blades wasted against the lifeless bricks. 

Imagicka attempted to catch her breath as she moved to regain her feet, yet she found herself unable to 
do either. The best she could manage was to roll onto her back using her right arm. Her left cheek felt as 
though it was on fire, and the dagger had surely fallen from her other hand, which she could no longer 
feel. She was almost certain that her shoulder was broken — if not shattered. 

How he had found her she did not know. She had not even expected him to come looking for her, let 
alone attempt to carry through with his promise. He was supposed to be a hero, not an assassin. Besides, 
after almost a year, surely any sane Name-giver would have given up. Perhaps she did not know him as 
well as she had thought. 

She raised her right hand toward her face, and with her teeth removed the fine satin glove she wore, 
exposing the wound that had opened the day she betrayed the Shards. The day she broke her oath to Ebon 
Geist. As she moved her hand away, she could see, glowing faintly in the dim light, the name of her 
assassin emblazoned on the wound. The wound had never closed and even now, despite the rest of her 
pain, she could still feel that dull ache. 

A single drop of blood welled up in the wound and then fell towards her chest. Her eyes followed, and 
finally she understood. 

Her blouse was completely soaked. With her bleeding hand she clasped that which was protruding 
from between her perfect breasts. It was chilling to the touch. If the rest of the evidence did not already 
point to her attacker, this surely did. She had seen this little trick before. 

An atrow of pure ice. 

Not as flashy as the magical bolts of fire conjured by many Archer adepts, yet just as effective. And 
not without certain advantages for those wishing not to draw attention to themselves. Furthermore the 
bolt that had struck her would soon dissipate, leaving no evidence with which to trace its owner. She 
suddenly found it strange that a hero should require such a talent. Not that it mattered now. 

Imagicka still could not draw breath. Yet that seemed unimportant. Her fate was sealed, and she knew 
it. Even if that one bolt did not kill her, she was defenceless, and Ebon Geist clearly was in no mood to 


talk this over. Strangely she respected that — after all she would have done no differently had their 


positions been transposed. Clearly she had misjudged him. 
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At least it no longer hurt. For a second she wondered how it was that she still felt no pain from the 
deadly missile that had pierced her, but perhaps if she pondered it too long it would begin to hurt and she 
knew she would regret that. 

And so she lay there, resigned to the realisation that at last it was all over, as she listened to the almost 
imperceptible footfalls of her assailant approaching. No one can flee their fate forever, and she was tired 
of running. How often she had been called cold hearted about those whose fates she had sealed. As she 
began to fade into unconsciousness, a final thought passed through Imagicka’s mind: Fate, it would seem, 
had a sense of ironic humour after all. 

ES * ** 

Ebon lowered his bow. The great weight on his chest, which had threatened to overwhelm him since 
he received the letter in Throal, began evaporating like water thrown onto a scorching set of paving stones 
at midday. He felt no joy — nor did he expect to — only closure. Everyone made mistakes. Even he was 
not exempt. The Shards had presented Imagicka with a second chance, just as they had for Ebon many 
years earlier. Unlike Ebon, she had wasted that chance. She was responsible for her own fate and now, 
finally, she had paid the price. Ebon wondered briefly about the true price he would have to pay for his 
part in what had culminated here. Guilt was not an easy thing to live with. 

He stood over the now lifeless body of his quarry and bowed his head, carefully unstringing the 
weapon he knew he would not be requiring again that evening. Reaching into his pocket he drew out the 
handkerchief one last time, and kneeling next to Imagicka, placed it gently into her hand. 


What had needed to be done had been done. His obligation was fulfilled, the promise made nearly a 


year ago kept. Slowly Ebon Geist stood up, turned and walked away. 


Adventure Hooks 


Imagicka is a very resourceful Thief. She uses her Charisma and Charm, and is more than happy to 
flirt and seduce (or be seduced) to get what she wants out of people. She has no qualms whatsoever, and 
will happily lie, steal, murder etc. 

Hook 1 

She has struck again, and murdered someone. The PC's could be trying to solve the murder. She 
might even set up one of the PC's as a fall guy, planting evidence to lead the authorities astray. Of course 
Ebon is on her trail and at some point will arrive in the town, looking for information. He will remain 
resolutely stuck on the path of chasing her, and is unlikely to become distracted from that task (part of his 
Archer way of thinking), however he would be willing to help undo some of the damage caused by 
Imagicka, provided it does not delay him too much. 

Hook 2 

Imagicka realises Ebon is on her trail, and uses the PC's to help her. She could convince the PC's that 
Ebon is an estranged lover, an assassin, or even a former "partner in crime" (she of course now being 
reformed). Ebon would be a formidable opponent - especially for a group of low circle adepts. However 
he would try to avoid conflict as much as possible, and try to pursue dialogue. If pressed into combat he 
will retreat rather than kill more innocents. The group would have to go to great lengths to get Ebon to 
actually kill them - and even then death for a PC would likely be accidental. Imagicka on the other hand 
would happily kill a PC and lay the blame on Ebon. 

Hook 3 

Imagicka doesn't realise Ebon is on her trail, but for some reason has formed a "friendship" with the 
PC's or possibly a romantic interlude with one, or more, of the PC’s unbeknown to them with nefarious 
intentions. Before she shows her true colours though, Ebon finds and assassinates her. The PC's then try 


to find out who murdered her. The path could lead them to try and kill Ebon, but ideally they should find 


out the truth about Imagicka. 
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Talent Knack 


Chilling Splinter 

Talent: Flame Arrow 

Rank: 5 (7 for ED3) 

Strain: | (in addition to Strain required for Flame Arrow). 

Description: Instead of creating an arrow of fire, the Archer Adept creates its polar opposite - an arrow of 


ice. As with a Flame Arrow, the Chilling Splinter consumes the missile. When the ice melts, there is 


nothing left except a small quantity of water. 


SS 


WATER QUENCHES FIRE 


Kevin Hallock 


THE FLOATING CTY °F FQUSE V’STRIMON 


o 


MAP KEY 


V’strimon- central foundation 
Upandal’s Pride 
Vranna’s Basket 

The Mermaid’s Gift 
Erendis 

Dragonclaw 

P’skarrot 

Golden Crescent 

Red Crest 

Serpent's Coil 
Watched by Chorrolis 
T’schlone 

Laughter in the Water 
Swift Runner 
Shivoam’s Daughter 
Whispering Wheel 
Old Man of the Nets 
Astendar’s Dart 
Riversong 

D‘zur’s Longing 
Lady of the Lake 


Lake Ban 

G’darno was late. She’d been ‘summoned’ for a secret meeting at the Floating City and she needed 
her boat, the Spice of Destiny, to go faster so she could make up time. Why did she have to leave patrol 
for this? Vias was always plotting and planning secret stuff, but the Shivalahala hinted it had something 
to do with the Henghyoke raiders so G’darno had to go. Any chance to fight those mute bastards would 


be fun for everyone. 
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The Spice of Destiny’s continued south. Its paddlewheels churned through the familiar waters of Lake 


Ban while its fire engine chugged away. Up ahead, G’darno spotted two large merchant ships slowly 
drifting apart, perhaps they’d finished trading stuff. The gap between them was big enough so she ordered 
the Spice of Destiny to sail right between them. No time to waste. Besides, she had to keep her crews’ 
tails a flickin’, didn’t she? A few hundred feet out, the mundane crews finally noticed the Spice of 
Destiny was steaming for the space between them, so as expected, they panicked, flopping around like 
fish out of water. No matter. The Spice of Destiny easily snaked through the hundred and twenty foot gap 
that had opened between the two boats, which was twenty more feet than it needed. Halfway through the 
maneuver, the Spice of Destiny’s paddlewheel sprayed water towards one of the ships, soaking some of its 
crew. That'll calm them down. 

“Nobody appreciates good paddling nowadays,” G’darno smirked to her crew. 

As the Spice of Destiny’s aft exited the gap, G’darno turned, smugly tipping her feathered hat towards 
the still-whining merchant crews. Didn’t they recognize her? She was one of the best captains in House 
V’strimon’s fleet. Her actions had saved the lives of countless people like them. Without people like her, 
there wouldn’t be a merchant fleet. They needed to stop whining and get on with their mundane lives. 
She on the other hand, was still late. She didn’t like to make the Shivalahala wait. 

The Spice of Destiny continued its voyage towards the Floating City, which sat at the center of Lake 
Ban, until the 230’ ship reached the edge of the city’s protective refselenika. G’darno’s first mate must 
have noticed her eyeing the reefs of elemental water a little too closely. 

“You’re not planning on speeding through the refs, are you?” her first mate asked. 
“Definitely.” G’darno replied, “What do you think, half speed?” 

“Half speed would be good for the northern passage, but—” 

“The northern passage? That’s too wide now. Merchant ships go there all of the time. The 
Elementalists have opened up a new southwestern passage with lots of zig-zags.” 

“Those magicians are always shifting the routes around just because they can.” 

“Gotta keep the pirates at bay. They often use old routes to try to sneak in and wham, they run 
aground or punch a hole in their hull. Besides, change makes life more exciting.” G’darno said with a 


grin. “Half speed it is.” 


Her first mate shook her head and relayed the order. They’d arrive in the Floating City in no time. 
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The Meeting 


With the Spice of Destiny docked and her crew busy preparing for their next trip, G’darno rushed down 
the dock. She’d made up some time, but not enough. She needed to pick up her new outfit. She’d look 
good in the burgundy shirt and maroon pants she’d had tailored for this meeting. The fabric looked 
amazing next to her freckled sapphire skin, especially with the silver necklace, tail chain, and bracelets. 
Shivalahala V’strimon had good taste and would understand G’darno being a little late for clothes. She 
quickly arrived at her friend’s house where the clothes were delivered, got dressed, and hustled to the 
meeting. Good-looking captains are always fashionably late. 

G’darno walked into the Dome at the center of the Floating City and headed straight for the meeting 
room. Although she knew others, especially Vias, would be annoyed that she was fashionably late, it 
didn’t matter. G’darno whisked through the outer rings of security, quickly arriving at the entrance of a 
heavily-guarded durc room. The door was protected by two windlings from the Shivalahala’s windling 
bodyguard unit...the Shiralaki? Windling bodyguards — who would have thought? 

“Magnificent day, isn’t it?” G’darno said to one of the fluttering guards. G’darno’s eyes followed the 
windlings as searched her both physically and astrally. 

“It’s wonderful. Nice clothes.” responded the one with blond hair. 

“Thanks...” G’darno immediately realized that she didn’t remember the guard’s name. Bibiti? [biti? 
Their names all sounded like birds chirping. Luckily, the other windling said “You’re clear. Go on in.” 
and opened the door. 

G’darno strode into the room, walking directly for the Shivalahala, who was dressed amazingly well. 
The Shivalahala was wearing a full length robe, split three ways all the way up to the hip. The robe 
glittered because of the outstanding silver and gold embroidery sewed into it. Windlings are so good at 
that. Maybe there are advantages to having windling bodyguards? The Shivalahala also had three 
diamond-studded silver crest rings with matching necklace and arm bands. 

Bowing when she got in front of the Shivalahala, “Great Mother, I’ ve come as ordered.” 

“Good. Are these from the western side of lake?” responded Shivalahala V’strimon as she reached out 
and felt the texture of G’darno’s shirt. 


G’ darno knew the Shivalahala would appreciate her clothes, but before she could ask about the 


Shivalahala’s clothes Vias interrupted. “You are late,” Vias said while glaring at G’darno. Vias bowed 
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slightly towards the Shivalahala, “My apologies for — Shivalahala PyGaue but we should 


begin soon.” 

The Shivalahala nodded her head, walked as quickly as a century-old t’skrang could towards her seat 
at the round wooden table. 

G’darno stared at Vias as she walked to the table. As the head spy for House V’strimon, Vias had 
little appreciation for the finer things in life. She lived such a dull existence full of numbers and 
paperwork. And always wearing such drab outfits like that khaki suit she had on right now, which was 
awful next to her spotty olive skin. Some black mud would clear that right up. 

G’darno sat in the chair right across from the Shivalahala’s whose chair had two windlings perched on 
it. Two more windlings fluttered about the room keeping watch. Already seated on G’darno’s right was 
Sosk’ tet — captain of the Nimble Strider and on her left was Sharram — captain of Shivoam’s Thunder. 
They were chatting about a recent Henghyoke raid. Quietly seated to the left of the Shivalahala’s chair 
was a t’skrang G’darno didn’t know. She was dressed in a jade robe embroidered with cerulean, dark 
blue, and just a touch of indigo, but the embroidery wasn’t particularly decorative suggesting she was 
some kind of magician, probably an Elementalist. Before G’darno could introduce herself to the newbie, 
the Shivalahala and Vias arrived at the table and took their seats. 

Everyone fell silent when Shivalahala V’ strimon tapped her walking staff on the floor several times to 
call the meeting to order and said, “I wish to thank all of you for coming on such short notice. Several of 
you were on patrol and I know you had to hurry to arrive on time. To begin the meeting, Vias will give us 
an update on her analysis of recent Hengyoke attacks along our river.” 

“Great...” G’darno thought, “Glad I rushed to hear some boring number stuff.” 

Before speaking, Vias stood up and shuffled some papers around. “Thank you Great Mother, I will 
begin with a short presentation detailing what we think is a recently discovered pattern to Hengyoke 
attacks along the Serpent River...” 

Vias’s monotonic monologue forced G’darno’s mind to wander. Eventually, G’darno’s eyes settled on 
the floor in-between her feet. Fortunately, this durc room, like most others, had a transparent floor that 
allowed G’darno to watch the river flowing outside. G’darno loved the water, especially watching how it 


adapted to whatever situation it found itself in. A wonderful model for life. G’darno focused on some 


water rippling around an outcropping of coral until a school of fish darted into view. G’darno looked up 


= Jp SS 


and Vias was shuffling more papers and begin listing statistics about recent marauder attacks, the cargo 


that was taken, and other ‘important’ details. G’darno returned to the school of fish, quietly flicking her 
tail across the floor trying to lure a fish — any fish — closer. She really wanted to get a closer look at the 
little orange fish with red stripes, but it didn’t seem to be interested. Maybe if she tapped her tail softly, 
she could get the fish’s attention— 

“’..occurred five miles from T’rura.” 

What happened so close to T’rura? A Henghyoke attack? T’rura was G’darno’s home village, so she 
immediately lifted her head. 

“The Henghyoke marauder dubbed the Vanishing Velos killed everybody they could and stole the 
village’s eggs. The villagers did not keep records of the number of eggs they had, but we estimate about a 
hundred were taken. We also estimate the village had four tons of fish, of which approximately two tons 
were stolen and the rest burned. This report is partially based on the testimony of two reed gatherers who 
hid during the attack. The results of our on-site investigation are consistent with their description. To 
summarize: Between Lake Ban and Lake Pyros, Henghyoke attacks have increased twenty-three percent 
over the past six months. Villages on the northern banks have been targeted fifty-seven percent more 
often than those on the southern banks, although the reason for this is not clear at this time. Now if we 
turn our attention to—” 

“Thank you for your informative presentation Vias,” the Shivalahala interrupted as she stood up, “‘and 
I know you have a lot more to share, but if you don’t mind, I would like to move to the next stage of the 
discussion.” 

Vias nodded, quickly stacked her papers, and took her seat next to the Shivalahala. 

The Shivalahala continued, “As Vias’s numbers show, Henghyoke raids are becoming more costly to 
our House and we must put a stop to them.” The Shivalahala looked at the Elementalist and asked, 
“Ciryla, any progress in your research into why Henghyoke’s ships are superior to ours?” 

Startled, she rapidly stood up and stammered “‘No, Great Mother...I mean...we’ve tried, but...we 
don’t have enough information—” 

“You have all of information that is available at this time.” Vias interjected. 


Ciryla paused a moment — took a deep breath — and then said “I’m not trying blame Vias, or anybody 


else, but witnesses describing flashes of blue light during a ramming attack and strange currents masking 
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a Henghyoke boat’s trail is not enough to conduct affective research. I'm sorry Great Mother. I know you 


expected more from me, but my understanding of Water and magic isn’t enough to make sense of it.” 

“That’s okay my child,” the Shivalahala said with a motherly tone, “You’ve done everything I 
expected of you and more. And you are correct, we don’t have enough information. G’darno, is there 
anything you'd like to add?” 

All eyes turned to G’darno who used her tail to slide her chair back a few feet as she stood up. She 
needed a little room to move while she spoke. “Obviously the Henghyoke have poor taste in fish if they 
left half of it behind.” G’darno saw two t’skrang slightly smile at her joke, but perhaps this wasn’t the 
best time for that. “More seriously though, I’m worried that the Henghyoke struck so close to my home 
village. It could have been my friends and family that were massacred—” 

“T meant, do you have anything to add to our knowledge about the Henghyoke marauders’ 
capabilities?” The Shivalahala said. 

“Not really. The mobility and speed of a Henghyoke marauder are amazing. They are faster, more 
maneuverable, and better armed than we are. In every single one-on-one battle, our boats have lost. The 
Glistening Water was an excellent vessel, and yet she was sunk by the Vanishing Velos two months ago.” 
G’darno could feel herself getting angry as she thought of her friends who died during that battle. “Skill 
simply isn’t enough. We need more boats. More patrols. And bigger guns.” 

“G’darno, how many ships do you think would be required to destroy a single Henghyoke 
marauder?” The Shivalahala asked. 

“Assuming it couldn’t get away, two to three ships. But Henghyoke run like cowards when 
outnumbered and everybody knows we can’t track them. How a bunch of mute t’skrang figured out how 
to build such amazing ships is beyond me.” 

The Shivalahala briefly glanced at the other two captains. “Sosk’ tet. Sharram. What do you think? Do 
you agree with G’darno?” Both nodded yes. 

The Shivalahala continued, making eye contact with every person at the table while she spoke, “I 
thank you for your candor, all of you, and understand your frustration. We all feel the same way because 
we have all lost loved ones to the Henghyoke. The reason I asked you here is Vias has some exciting 


news. But it involves great risk, especially for our sailors, so I wanted to be certain there was no other 


option. Vias.” 
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G’darno and the Shivalahala sat back down as Vias shuffled some more papers before Za: up and 


continuing, “Thank you, Shivalahala V’strimon. We have located a source that claims to know where the 
Vanishing Velos occasionally moors. The source has not revealed the location as of yet, but we have 
concluded the source is credible and are currently negotiating terms. The information will be expensive, 
but in the long run, it will help House V’strimon maintain its economic and military strength. Our 
preliminary plan—” 

“Outstanding,” G’darno exclaimed, almost knocking over her chair as she jumped up, “That’s the best 
news I’ve heard in a year and a day. Pay the money and let’s send the Vanishing Velos to the bottom of 
the Serpent where it belongs.” G’darno looked around the table expecting support from the others, but 
everybody looked more startled by her outburst than excited. 

The Shivalahala smiled at G’darno and said, “G’darno, I share your enthusiasm, but please return to 
your seat and let Vias finish her presentation. There will be plenty of time to discuss the fate of the 
Vanishing Velos.” 

G’darno pulled her chair back to the table and sat down while Vias continued, “While sending the 
Vanishing Velos to the ‘bottom of the Serpent’ might satiate everybody’s desire for vengeance. We need 
to capture the Vanishing Velos, not sink it. A captured vessel would provide Ciryla’s team an excellent 
opportunity to understand what magics power the Henghyoke ships. We must find a way to at least 
counter, if not duplicate, these ships and this is our best chance. Ciryla, do you agree?” 

Ciryla leaned back in her chair and nodded. “An intact ship would provide us with a working model. 
The ship could be taken to the Tower of Wood to be examined, tested, and eventually dismantled. We are 
most interested in their fire engines and paddlewheels. Several Adepts on my research team, myself 
included, hypothesize these are the essential elements of the Henghyoke design, providing enhanced 
speed, maneuverability, and making them difficult to track. We have experimented with a number of 
potential improvements to fire engines and paddlewheels, but none resulted in a significant improvement 
over what we currently have. How much damage do you think taking it will cause? The fire engine 
might explode if immersed in water and paddlewheels are actively targeted during sea battle. And there is 
always the chance that the Henghyoke will have some self-destruct feature for their critical systems. Such 


a system would probably be based on mixing true fire and true water...maybe with a button code to 


detonate it...” 
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“Excuse me. May I speak?” asked Sharram. 


“Certainly.” The Shivalahala responded. 

“The Henghyoke don’t speak. They don’t even make a sound even if an arm or leg is chopped off. 
I’ve been told it has something to do with those silver otter torcs they wear around their necks. While 
removing the torc is possible, the results are to say the least unpleasant for the Henghyoke. I also don’t 
know of any villages that pay them tribute, or any allies they have.” Sharram paused for a moment and 
looked directly at Vias, ““Where is your information coming from? You say the source is credible, but if 
the risk is greatest for the sailors, at least some of the sailors would like to know the source.” 

“Anonymity is a condition of this arrangement so I cannot answer that question at this time.” 

“Unacceptable.” Sharram said as her head crest bristled and tail stiffened. “Planning a mission like 
this requires knowledge of the source as well as the ‘highly accurate’ information the source provides. 
Don’t you trust us?” 

“Trust is not a factor. Anonymity is a condition of this arrangement.” 

Wh” 

The Shivalahala stood up. “I understand your concern Sharram, but this point is non-negotiable. The 
source will remain anonymous. That’s all for now. I would again like to thank all of you for coming. 
Vias will be in touch soon.” 

With that, everybody started to leave. G’darno sat in her chair and watched Sharram. She was 
obviously still upset, but the Shivalahala had spoken so the matter was closed. And why does Sharram 
care about it anyways? Leave the spy stuff to Vias. Sharram was too cautious. G’darno had served with 
Sharram when they were younger and was still amazed that she got her own ship. On the otherhand, 
Shivoam’s Thunder was big and slow, so nobody else wanted it. Sure, it carries more fire power than 
most, but Sharram rarely got to use it because the other boats would just runaway. 

G’darno got up and headed towards the door. As she was walking past Vias, Vias looked right at her 
as she loudly reminded everybody, “Secrecy is paramount to the success of this mission. Do not speak to 
anybody of what you have learned during this meeting. This means no boasting or even dropping hints in 
bars, on your boat, or anyplace else. Do you understand?” 


“Yeah, yeah, we get it. This is spy stuff.” G’darno replied. 


Just as G’darno was passing through the doorway, Vias said, “There will be a briefing for all of the 
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ship captains tomorrow at noon. I will update each a you on the latest Sa ee about the armament 


and crew of the Vanishing Velos.” 
Another meeting? Great. G’darno hurried back to her ship. She had to get it ready for sinking the 
Vanishing Velos. 
*k * *k 

After the captains and Elementalist had left, Vias sat in her chair, her hands clasped together and her 
elbows on her knees. She was being truthful when she said this plan was their best chance for success, 
but Sharram was right that it would be better if they knew all of the information. Shivalahala V’ strimon 
ordered her not to reveal the source of the information. If the others knew, they would reject the 
information and the plan. Shivalahala V’strimon placed her hand on Vias’s right shoulder, so Vias 
straightened her back. 

“You did well, Vias. I know you’re worried about dealing with Tad’ janic, but he’s the only one who 
can provide us with the mooring location of the Vanishing Velos.” 

“But Shivalahala V’strimon, House V’strimon cannot forgive or forget that Tad’janic destroyed three 
shivoams, crippled three others, and killed more than five hundred sailors twenty-two years ago.” 

“We shouldn’t forget, but that was over twenty years ago and we need this information. Dragons live 
so long that they’re bound to have done something in the past to have upset just about everybody.” 

Vias adjusted her chair so that she was facing Shivalahala V’strimon, “My apologies for correcting 
you Shivalahala V’strimon, but Tad’janic is a leviathan not a dragon.” 

“IT know, but I’ve been around long enough to realize they’re closer to dragons than beasts. Dragon- 
kin would have been a more exact term, and you like exactness, don’t you?” Shivalahala V’strimon said 
with a smile. 

“Specificity is essential,” thought Vias and then replied “I wish I was more certain that what Tad’ janic 
has hinted is true. Shivalahala V’strimon, you’re an Elementalist, is what Tad’janic claimed possible?” 

“If it wasn’t, I wouldn’t be risking three ships and their crews to try to capture a Henghyoke ship. 
Well, that’s enough for now.” Shivalahala V’strimon turned to the Shiralaki guarding the door and loudly 
said, “Bring K’harnya, and the payment.” 


Approximately eleven minutes later, a short, thin t’skrang dressed in a dull gray set of commoner’s 


clothing slid into the room flanked by two well-armed windlings. 
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“What the hell took you so long? I’m feelin’ pretty unappreciated right now,” K’harnya said as he 
nervously looked around the room. “My employer is givin’ you this information and I had an 
uncomfortable chair to sit in.” 

Vias stood and walked towards K’harnya as she retorted, “You are not giving us anything. And 
‘employer’ is an inaccurate word given your master-pawn relationship with Tad’janic.” 

K’harnya cringed and opened his mouth to respond, but paused when two windlings flew into the 
room carrying bags almost as big as themselves. The windlings set the bags on the table in-between 
Shivalahala V’strimon’s and Vias’s chairs. K’harnya rushed over and greedily opened the bags, quickly 
spreading the gems on the table. He pulled a jewelry magnifier from his pocket and rapidly examined 
each gem for imperfections before putting them back in their bags. 

“This looks “bout right, but Pll take them to my ‘master’ for approval before givin’ you the info. Pll 
be back in a week.” The scum then grabbed the bags and skulked out of the room with the money. Vias 
continued to wonder if the cost of this mission would be worth it. 

One week later, K’harnya returned and told them that the Vanishing Velos moored in the B’beth 


lagoon when it needed to make repairs. 


To Be Continued... 
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WHAT DRIVES A HORROR- STALKER 


Jeff Bartolin 


The following account is a most revealing piece of writing, submitted by the family of the late Nordron 
Proudshield, a human Horror-stalker originally from the city of Travar. Nordron wrote this letter to his 
mother and sent it with the last survivors that left the reclamation camp, Jaspree’s Hope, located on the 
outskirts of the dreadful area known as the Badlands. This letter has been accepted in accordance with 
the requests of Nordron’s family with the hope that other families may glean some understanding of their 
Horror-stalking kin. Though I have found few other Horror-stalkers willing to comment upon the 
veracity of Nordron’s mindset, many Adepts whom I’ve shown this to that have traveled with Horror- 
stalkers claim it accurately portrays the single-mindedness and fanatical dedication with which this 
discipline approaches its craft. 


— Gunnar Dennig, Archivist of the Great Library 


14 Borrum 


Dear Mother, 

I write to you so that you and Father can be proud of your son, though I know you do not understand 
why I have done what I have and why I have come to this place. I also write to you in the hope that you 
will read my words and realize that if there were more that would choose the path I have chosen, Barsaive 
would be a safer place to live. 

All members of my Discipline—in honesty, most Name-givers that I know—feel that Horrors are a 
plague upon our lands. Horror-stalkers are Passion-sent (I believe it must be so) because we have the 
ability to fight the Horrors, and indeed use their most vile powers against them. Like the cat that drives 
the rat out of the barn, we are capable of driving this plague out of our land. And we must drive the 


Horrors out, we must! We are herd animals to them; a source of food or entertainment for their twisted 


pleasure, no more than chattel to be used for their amusement. Father never understood why I care more 
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for this fight than the politics he loved so much. I sindertand Father’s love of ate for many political 


powers of varying palatability desire control of Barsaive. However, none of these powers wish to destroy 
Barsaive, nor threaten to corrupt it simply by being near it. Whether under Theran rule or Throalic, 
Name-givers would not be tortured ceaselessly and driven mad at their rulers’ whims. The Horrors have 
no emotion that remotely resembles care. They and all they touch are the purest of evils, and that is what 
I fight. 

Alas, sometimes it is better to burn the barn to get the rats out and then build anew. I am certain that is 
what we must do here near the Badlands. I don’t expect another caravan to come to Jaspree’s Hope, nor 
do I expect our camp to survive the week. I shall go to the Passions doing what I was born to do, though, 
Mother. Let me explain the details, so that you can be proud of your son. 

About three weeks ago, a fellow Stalker, Morvalk, and I tracked a vicious band of Gnashers that had 


been roaming within 2 miles of our camp. Gnashers are... 


At this point, Nordron spends a page and a half detailing much about Gnashers. They are quite 
loathsome creatures by his description, and his writings have been added to the Great Library’s 


collection on Horrors, but removed from this text for clarity—Gunnar Dennig 


Anyway, after we learned their normal hunting route, we set up a fake, small camp about a half-mile 
off their normal route. They destroyed the first one we set up far too quickly, so we had to set up another, 
using ourselves and a few volunteers from our main camp as the bait. This worked quite well, and we 
only lost a dozen Name-givers—quite good considering there were two dozen Gnashers. Our work 
attracted the attention of another Horror that is much more powerful than the Gnashers. I do not know if 
it was stalking us even as we tracked and trapped the Gnashers, but taint that only could be caused by a 
Horror started occurring in Jaspree’s Hope soon thereafter. One by one, Name-givers started going mad, 
and then the mutilations and killings began. Morvalk and I were able to identify the corrupted individuals 
and free them from the Horror’s taint (yes, Mother, this means killing them...but surely you can see how 
they are better off?), but we have not been able to locate the Horror. I think it may know we are Horror- 


stalkers, I think it may be intelligent. It has avoided Marking us and we have not been able to track it. 


The past few days, the mutilations have increased, and Morvalk suspects that there might be two of them 
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working together now. 

The caravan is leaving today, but we have a plan now. I have sent a single human ahead with this 
message for you, but we are all leaving with the caravan. The Horror will be forced to follow if it wishes 
to continue to feed upon us, and then we will have it! It will be harder for it to stay hidden as we travel. 

I hope now you can see the value of the work your son is doing, perhaps even Father will, too. I hope 
this letter finds you well, Mother. May you live all your days free of taint. 

Your son, 


Nordron 


This is the last correspondence the Proudshield family received from Nordron. His caravan from the 
Badlands never reached Travar, save for the one messenger he sent ahead with this note.—Gunnar 
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MAGG?T FLESA 


Kevin Hallock 
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Maggot Flesh is a Horror's version of living armor. To understand it, you must learn a little bit about 
how it is spread. Teropyrs are 1-2 ft long Horror constructs that resemble white earthworms or maggots. 
They spend most of their existence slowly burrowing through the earth searching for volunteers who are 
willing to exchange anything for a little power. They prefer individuals with some capabilities, especially 
mundane fighters and Adepts, although they instinctively avoid any Adept that knows Bear Mark. 

Once the candidate is located, the teropyr makes contact, telling the person that if he allows the 
teropyr to take up residence in his body, the teropyr will provide protection and healing, thus granting the 
volunteer greater power. If the candidate agrees, the teropyr burrows out of the ground and enters the 
volunteer's mouth, taking up residence in the gut, essentially infecting the volunteer. (If the candidate 
changes his mind upon seeing the teropyr, the construct will try to flee; assume it has stats similar to a 
regular house cat. They are not hard to destroy when found.) 

Over the next day, the infected feels thousands of small maggots wriggling from the teropyr towards 
his skin. Once the process is done, the infected"s flesh looks slightly rotten, with a few openings with 
maggots crawling in them. Close inspection will reveal that his skin is rippling as maggots move 
underneath it. The entire process causes 3 points of permanent damage and is irreversible. When the 
infected person dies, the teropyr dies as well. 


In addition to providing protection, the transformation allows the infected to use Maggot Mending 


twice per day. Maggot Mending requires one Action and provides the infected with an immediate Step 8 
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Recovery Test, as his maggots furiously work to repair waamaaed flesh. The Step used is not influenced by 


the infected's Recovery Step. If desired, the infected can attempt to heal a Wound instead of damage 
using Maggot Mending; if the Maggot Mending Test results in a 5+, the Wound is healed. Those infected 
by teropyrs do not suffer any damage from bleeding. 

Maggot Flesh is most often encountered in small towns and villages that have been taken over by 
Name-giver(s) infected by teropyrs. Teropyrs often appear in packs, presumably by choice, and like to 
target dissatisfied groups. There have been several cases where entire families agreed to the 
transformation. Most of the cases of Maggot Flesh provide the standard benefits listed below, but there 
are reports of more advanced versions of it, particularly with Adepts, especially Nethermancers. In these 
cases, the infected person seems to have less flesh, more maggots, and are more difficult to destroy. 

The origin of the teropyr is the subject of considerable debate. Many think they are constructs created 
by wormskulls as a way of reproducing. Presumably, Adepts infected by teropyrs eventually transform 
into wormskulls; the rest of the victims are merely infected for the fun of the creator. Because teropyrs 
more often infect mundanes, others think that they are the constructs of an unknown Horror that sends 
them out to do its bidding. 

Windlings and obsidimen are immune to teropyr infection; the former because they are too small and 
the latter because of their connection to the earth. Maggot Flesh does not stack with other armor, but the 
owner can wear other external armor as a cover. When this happens, the owner gains the best bonus from 


either armor, e.g. a character that has chainmail and maggot flesh would have 7/5 armor. Maggot Flesh 


cannot be used with other living armors and cannot be removed. 


Maggot Flesh (Standard) - One's Soul, Phys/Mystic - 5/5, Weight - NA, Init Penalty — 0, Maggot 
Mending (2x day, Step 8 Recovery Test) 

Maggot Flesh (Advanced) - GM discretion. The infected individual can have improved armor, higher 
Level of Success required for Armor-Defeating, a higher Maggot Mending Step, and more Maggot 
Mendings per day. The power level is not fixed, so it's possible to have a really advanced infection with 
guards that are only somewhat advanced and minions with the standard infection. The advanced infection 


also covers the face and head with maggots, providing the user the benefits of a helmet. 
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CARTADAWN ABBREVIATIONS 


EDPT uses the following abbreviations for Earthdawn products. 


ED Earthdawn Vx Sky Point &Vivane Box 
EDC Earthdawn Companion VxB Barsaivian Vivane 
EGM Earthdawn Gamemaster Pack VxT Theran Vivane 

D1 Denizens of Earthdawn,Vol.I VxV Vivane Province 

D2 Denizens of Earthdawn, Vol. II EDJ Earthdawn Journal 


LE Legends of Earthdawn 

CoB Creatures of Barsaive 

AW The Adept’s Way 

HOR Horrors 

SR Serpent River 

BE Book of Exploration 

TDK Throal: The Dwarf Kingdom 
ESG Earthdawn Survival Guide 
BW Blood Wood 

TE Theran Empire 

SS Secret Societies of Barsaive 
CR Crystal Raiders of Barsaive 
CF The Ork Nation of Cara Fahd 
DRG Dragons 

MMS Magic:A Manual of Mystic Secrets 
AM Arcane Mysteries of Barsaive 
MoB Mists of Betrayal 

TiS Terror in the Skies 

Inf Infected 

Pad Parlainth Adventures 

SP Shattered Pattern 

Sky Sky Point Adventures 

Bla Blades 

Tad Throal Adventures 

Bx Barsaive Box 

BxP Explorer’s Guide to Barsaive 
BxG Barsaive Gamemaster’s Book 
Px Parlainth Box 

PxG Parlainth Gamemaster’s Guide 
(first part of the book) 

PxR Ruins of Parlainth 

(second part of the book) 


ED2 Earthdawn 2nd Edition 

EDC2 Earthdawn Companion 2nd Edition 
PtW Prelude to War 

PoD Path of Deception 

BaW Barsaive at War 

BiC Barsaive in Chaos 


EDCGC Earthdawn Classic Gamemaster’s Compendium 
EDCPC Earthdawn Classic Player’s Compendium 
EDCNC Earthdawn Classic Name-giver’s Compendium 
EDCNB Earthdawn Classic Nations of Barsaive 

EDCK Earthdawn Classic Kratas: City of Thieves 


ED3PG Earthdawn 3rd Edition Player’s Guide 

ED3GG Earthdawn 3rd Edition Gamemaster’s Guide 
ED3PC Earthdawn 3rd Edition Player’s Companion 
ED3GC Earthdawn 3rd Edition Gamemaster’s Companion 
ED3K Earthdawn 3rd Edition Kratas: City of Thieves 
ED3NG Earthdawn 3rd Edition Name-givers of Barsaive 
ED3TDK Earthdawn 3rd Edition Throal 

ED3SR Earthdawn 3rd Edition Serpent River 

ED3CF Earthdawn 3rd Edition Cara Fahd 

ED3CR Earthdawn 3rd Edition Crystal Raiders 
ED3CPG Earthdawn 3rd Edition Cathay Player’s Guide 
ED3CGG Earthdawn 3rd Edition Cathay Gamemastres’s 
Guide 


BoT Book of Tomorrow 
CX Codex Arcanus 
Bjs B’Jados 
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Creative Commons Attribute-NonCommercial-NoDerivs 3.0 Unported License 


License 


THE WORK (AS DEFINED BELOW) IS PROVIDED UNDER THE TERMS OF THIS CREATIVE COMMONS PUBLIC LICENSE ("CCPL" OR "LICENSE"). THE WORK 
IS PROTECTED BY COPYRIGHT AND/OR OTHER APPLICABLE LAW. ANY USE OF THE WORK OTHER THAN AS AUTHORIZED UNDER THIS LICENSE OR 
COPYRIGHT LAW IS PROHIBITED. 


BY EXERCISING ANY RIGHTS TO THE WORK PROVIDED HERE, YOU ACCEPT AND AGREE TO BE BOUND BY THE TERMS OF THIS LICENSE. TO THE EXTENT 
THIS LICENSE MAY BE CONSIDERED TO BE A CONTRACT, THE LICENSOR GRANTS YOU THE RIGHTS CONTAINED HERE IN CONSIDERATION OF YOUR 
ACCEPTANCE OF SUCH TERMS AND CONDITIONS. 


1. Definitions 


a. "Adaptation" means a work based upon the Work, or upon the Work and other pre-existing works, such as a translation, adaptation, 
derivative work, arrangement of music or other alterations of a literary or artistic work, or phonogram or performance and includes 
cinematographic adaptations or any other form in which the Work may be recast, transformed, or adapted including in any form recognizably 
derived from the original, except that a work that constitutes a Collection will not be considered an Adaptation for the purpose of this License. 
For the avoidance of doubt, where the Work is a musical work, performance or phonogram, the synchronization of the Work in timed-relation 
with a moving image ("synching") will be considered an Adaptation for the purpose of this License. 


b. "Collection" means a collection of literary or artistic works, such as encyclopedias and anthologies, or performances, phonograms or 
broadcasts, or other works or subject matter other than works listed in Section 1(f) below, which, by reason of the selection and arrangement of 
their contents, constitute intellectual creations, in which the Work is included in its entirety in unmodified form along with one or more other 
contributions, each constituting separate and independent works in themselves, which together are assembled into a collective whole. A work 
that constitutes a Collection will not be considered an Adaptation (as defined above) for the purposes of this License. 


c. "Distribute" means to make available to the public the original and copies of the Work through sale or other transfer of ownership. 
d. "Licensor" means the individual, individuals, entity or entities that offer(s) the Work under the terms of this License. 
e. "Original Author" means, in the case of a literary or artistic work, the individual, individuals, entity or entities who created the Work or if no 


individual or entity can be identified, the publisher; and in addition (i) in the case of a performance the actors, singers, musicians, dancers, and 
other persons who act, sing, deliver, declaim, play in, interpret or otherwise perform literary or artistic works or expressions of folklore; (ii) in 
the case of a phonogram the producer being the person or legal entity who first fixes the sounds of a performance or other sounds; and, (iii) in 
the case of broadcasts, the organization that transmits the broadcast. 


fi "Work" means the literary and/or artistic work offered under the terms of this License including without limitation any production in the 
literary, scientific and artistic domain, whatever may be the mode or form of its expression including digital form, such as a book, pamphlet and 
other writing; a lecture, address, sermon or other work of the same nature; a dramatic or dramatico-musical work; a choreographic work or 
entertainment in dumb show; a musical composition with or without words; a cinematographic work to which are assimilated works expressed 
by a process analogous to cinematography; a work of drawing, painting, architecture, sculpture, engraving or lithography; a photographic work 
to which are assimilated works expressed by a process analogous to photography; a work of applied art; an illustration, map, plan, sketch or 
three-dimensional work relative to geography, topography, architecture or science; a performance; a broadcast; a phonogram; a compilation of 
data to the extent it is protected as a copyrightable work; or a work performed by a variety or circus performer to the extent it is not otherwise 
considered a literary or artistic work. 


g. "You" means an individual or entity exercising rights under this License who has not previously violated the terms of this License with respect 
to the Work, or who has received express permission from the Licensor to exercise rights under this License despite a previous violation. 


h. "Publicly Perform" means to perform public recitations of the Work and to communicate to the public those public recitations, by any means 
or process, including by wire or wireless means or public digital performances; to make available to the public Works in such a way that 
members of the public may access these Works from a place and at a place individually chosen by them; to perform the Work to the public by 
any means or process and the communication to the public of the performances of the Work, including by public digital performance; to 
broadcast and rebroadcast the Work by any means including signs, sounds or images. 


i. "Reproduce" means to make copies of the Work by any means including without limitation by sound or visual recordings and the right of 
fixation and reproducing fixations of the Work, including storage of a protected performance or phonogram in digital form or other electronic 
medium. 


2. Fair Dealing Rights. Nothing in this License is intended to reduce, limit, or restrict any uses free from copyright or rights arising from limitations or 
exceptions that are provided for in connection with the copyright protection under copyright law or other applicable laws. 


3. License Grant. Subject to the terms and conditions of this License, Licensor hereby grants You a worldwide, royalty-free, non-exclusive, perpetual (for 
the duration of the applicable copyright) license to exercise the rights in the Work as stated below: 


a. to Reproduce the Work, to incorporate the Work into one or more Collections, and to Reproduce the Work as incorporated in the Collections; 
and, 


b. to Distribute and Publicly Perform the Work including as incorporated in Collections. 
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The above rights may be exercised in all media and formats whether now known or hereafter devised. The above rights include the right to make such 
modifications as are technically necessary to exercise the rights in other media and formats, but otherwise you have no rights to make Adaptations. 
Subject to 8(f), all rights not expressly granted by Licensor are hereby reserved, including but not limited to the rights set forth in Section 4(d). 


4. Restrictions. The license granted in Section 3 above is expressly made subject to and limited by the following restrictions: 


a. You may Distribute or Publicly Perform the Work only under the terms of this License. You must include a copy of, or the Uniform Resource 
Identifier (URI) for, this License with every copy of the Work You Distribute or Publicly Perform. You may not offer or impose any terms on the 
Work that restrict the terms of this License or the ability of the recipient of the Work to exercise the rights granted to that recipient under the 
terms of the License. You may not sublicense the Work. You must keep intact all notices that refer to this License and to the disclaimer of 
warranties with every copy of the Work You Distribute or Publicly Perform. When You Distribute or Publicly Perform the Work, You may not 
impose any effective technological measures on the Work that restrict the ability of a recipient of the Work from You to exercise the rights 
granted to that recipient under the terms of the License. This Section 4(a) applies to the Work as incorporated in a Collection, but this does not 
require the Collection apart from the Work itself to be made subject to the terms of this License. If You create a Collection, upon notice from 
any Licensor You must, to the extent practicable, remove from the Collection any credit as required by Section 4(c), as requested. 


b. You may not exercise any of the rights granted to You in Section 3 above in any manner that is primarily intended for or directed toward 
commercial advantage or private monetary compensation. The exchange of the Work for other copyrighted works by means of digital file- 
sharing or otherwise shall not be considered to be intended for or directed toward commercial advantage or private monetary compensation, 
provided there is no payment of any monetary compensation in connection with the exchange of copyrighted works. 


c. If You Distribute, or Publicly Perform the Work or Collections, You must, unless a request has been made pursuant to Section 4(a), keep intact 
all copyright notices for the Work and provide, reasonable to the medium or means You are utilizing: (i) the name of the Original Author (or 
pseudonym, if applicable) if supplied, and/or if the Original Author and/or Licensor designate another party or parties (e.g., a sponsor institute, 
publishing entity, journal) for attribution ("Attribution Parties") in Licensor's copyright notice, terms of service or by other reasonable means, 
the name of such party or parties; (ii) the title of the Work if supplied; (iii) to the extent reasonably practicable, the URI, if any, that Licensor 
specifies to be associated with the Work, unless such URI does not refer to the copyright notice or licensing information for the Work. The credit 
required by this Section 4(c) may be implemented in any reasonable manner; provided, however, that in the case of a Collection, at a minimum 
such credit will appear, if a credit for all contributing authors of Collection appears, then as part of these credits and in a manner at least as 
prominent as the credits for the other contributing authors. For the avoidance of doubt, You may only use the credit required by this Section for 
the purpose of attribution in the manner set out above and, by exercising Your rights under this License, You may not implicitly or explicitly 
assert or imply any connection with, sponsorship or endorsement by the Original Author, Licensor and/or Attribution Parties, as appropriate, of 
You or Your use of the Work, without the separate, express prior written permission of the Original Author, Licensor and/or Attribution Parties. 


d. For the avoidance of doubt: 


i. Non-waivable Compulsory License Schemes. In those jurisdictions in which the right to collect royalties through any statutory or 
compulsory licensing scheme cannot be waived, the Licensor reserves the exclusive right to collect such royalties for any exercise by 
You of the rights granted under this License; 


ii. Waivable Compulsory License Schemes. In those jurisdictions in which the right to collect royalties through any statutory or 
compulsory licensing scheme can be waived, the Licensor reserves the exclusive right to collect such royalties for any exercise by 
You of the rights granted under this License if Your exercise of such rights is for a purpose or use which is otherwise than 
noncommercial as permitted under Section 4(b) and otherwise waives the right to collect royalties through any statutory or 
compulsory licensing scheme; and, 


iii. Voluntary License Schemes. The Licensor reserves the right to collect royalties, whether individually or, in the event that the 
Licensor is a member of a collecting society that administers voluntary licensing schemes, via that society, from any exercise by You 
of the rights granted under this License that is for a purpose or use which is otherwise than noncommercial as permitted under 
Section 4(b). 


e. Except as otherwise agreed in writing by the Licensor or as may be otherwise permitted by applicable law, if You Reproduce, Distribute or 
Publicly Perform the Work either by itself or as part of any Collections, You must not distort, mutilate, modify or take other derogatory action in 
relation to the Work which would be prejudicial to the Original Author's honor or reputation. 


5. Representations, Warranties and Disclaimer 


UNLESS OTHERWISE MUTUALLY AGREED BY THE PARTIES IN WRITING, LICENSOR OFFERS THE WORK AS-IS AND MAKES NO REPRESENTATIONS OR 
WARRANTIES OF ANY KIND CONCERNING THE WORK, EXPRESS, IMPLIED, STATUTORY OR OTHERWISE, INCLUDING, WITHOUT LIMITATION, 
WARRANTIES OF TITLE, MERCHANTIBILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE, NONINFRINGEMENT, OR THE ABSENCE OF LATENT OR OTHER 
DEFECTS, ACCURACY, OR THE PRESENCE OF ABSENCE OF ERRORS, WHETHER OR NOT DISCOVERABLE. SOME JURISDICTIONS DO NOT ALLOW THE 
EXCLUSION OF IMPLIED WARRANTIES, SO SUCH EXCLUSION MAY NOT APPLY TO YOU. 


6. Limitation on Liability. EXCEPT TO THE EXTENT REQUIRED BY APPLICABLE LAW, IN NO EVENT WILL LICENSOR BE LIABLE TO YOU ON ANY LEGAL 
THEORY FOR ANY SPECIAL, INCIDENTAL, CONSEQUENTIAL, PUNITIVE OR EXEMPLARY DAMAGES ARISING OUT OF THIS LICENSE OR THE USE OF THE 
WORK, EVEN IF LICENSOR HAS BEEN ADVISED OF THE POSSIBILITY OF SUCH DAMAGES. 


7. Termination 


a. This License and the rights granted hereunder will terminate automatically upon any breach by You of the terms of this License. Individuals or 
entities who have received Collections from You under this License, however, will not have their licenses terminated provided such individuals or 
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entities remain in full compliance with those licenses. Sections 1, 2, 5, 6, 7, and 8 will survive any termination of this License. 


b. | Subject to the above terms and conditions, the license granted here is perpetual (for the duration of the applicable copyright in the Work). 
Notwithstanding the above, Licensor reserves the right to release the Work under different license terms or to stop distributing the Work at any 
time; provided, however that any such election will not serve to withdraw this License (or any other license that has been, or is required to be, 
granted under the terms of this License), and this License will continue in full force and effect unless terminated as stated above. 


8. Miscellaneous 


a. Each time You Distribute or Publicly Perform the Work or a Collection, the Licensor offers to the recipient a license to the Work on the same 
terms and conditions as the license granted to You under this License. 


b. If any provision of this License is invalid or unenforceable under applicable law, it shall not affect the validity or enforceability of the remainder 
of the terms of this License, and without further action by the parties to this agreement, such provision shall be reformed to the minimum 
extent necessary to make such provision valid and enforceable. 


iG: No term or provision of this License shall be deemed waived and no breach consented to unless such waiver or consent shall be in writing and 
signed by the party to be charged with such waiver or consent. 


d. This License constitutes the entire agreement between the parties with respect to the Work licensed here. There are no understandings, 
agreements or representations with respect to the Work not specified here. Licensor shall not be bound by any additional provisions that may 
appear in any communication from You. This License may not be modified without the mutual written agreement of the Licensor and You. 


e. The rights granted under, and the subject matter referenced, in this License were drafted utilizing the terminology of the Berne Convention for 
the Protection of Literary and Artistic Works (as amended on September 28, 1979), the Rome Convention of 1961, the WIPO Copyright Treaty 
of 1996, the WIPO Performances and Phonograms Treaty of 1996 and the Universal Copyright Convention (as revised on July 24, 1971). These 
rights and subject matter take effect in the relevant jurisdiction in which the License terms are sought to be enforced according to the 
corresponding provisions of the implementation of those treaty provisions in the applicable national law. If the standard suite of rights granted 
under applicable copyright law includes additional rights not granted under this License, such additional rights are deemed to be included in the 
License; this License is not intended to restrict the license of any rights under applicable law. 


